record shops and dance-halls relay a never-ending programme of
"swing" music.
The legless beggar crawls by on his wheeled platform, with the
oval dish-pan in front of him scattered with a few dimes and nickels.
A crowd watches the Atomic Girl receive thousands of volts through
her body. The strongest sailor in the U.S. Navy, with testimonials
to prove Ms claims, tells his audience proudly that he is sixty-five
years old, removes his false teeth, then bends a half-inch spike in
his mouth.
For twelve cents the crowds see Professor Hubert's Flea Circus.
One flea pushes a merry-go-round thousands of times its own weight;
Prince Henry is a football player, grabs and then kicks a football;
a couple of fleas wearing skirts dance to the tinkling music of a little
Swiss box. We are shown the "flea hotel", a box inlaid with mother-
of-pearl; we are told the fleas are fed twice a day when working, and
once a day when idle.
In "Roseland", a low-ceilinged modernized inferno of noise, the
dark amber lights add to the unreality, while the swing orchestra
blares with a ruthless swagger. Sales-girls, typists, telephone opera-
tors, manicurists and models dance with their boy friends, performing
a smooth and complicated Lindy, modified to avoid accidents on
such a crowded floor. They are like so many tadpoles spilled from
their jam-jar. The violent "Shag", "Jeep" and "Duchin" are dance-
steps of the past, and, although only a few years old, are considered
"corny". But the Lindy Hop, originated in 1928, has survived. A
change to "sweet" music turns the tadpoles into gaping goldfish as
they circle slowly with gum-chewing jaws, "dipping" with bodies
close and cheek next to cheek. The smell of double-mint gum per-
meates the atmosphere of this monstrous paradise of black, orange
and pink. Women wear tense expressions as the men, buttocks
protruding, bury their noses suffocatingly in their partners' hair. The
"professionals" are in demand, and seem to be all tied up by the
Navy. The young ensign picks the most blonde of all: the two crawl
around in silence: the music stops, but the hands linger on the
partner's back. The air is so thick that the attendant draws a Venetian
blind, letting in a jet of cold draught and the sunlight of Broadway
lights below.
The cafeterias and "eat-shops" are crowded with people busy
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